ROME EXPRESS

covery and recreation, until now the bare stones are them-
selves discovered with a fresh significance. And this was
not necessarily the Rome of fascism that we viewed, but the
Rome of modern thought. Gerhart Hauptmann in sending
his greetings to the Convegno had rightly reminded us that
our problem to-day resembled that of the antique world in
being always dynamic and not static. More had happened
to human culture, as he said, during the time between the
assembly of the first players of drama on a Greek hillside
and the building of the Coliseum, than during the time
between Nero's Rome and Mussolini's. Neither new forms
nor new machines were arising for the first time to challenge
drama, which itself can be no stable fact but must be a pro-
cess of creation. These thoughts were bound to be in mind
as we moved through Old Rome on daily well-organized
excursions, or wandered at our own will through the
Coliseum or drove in the Appian Way by moonlight; but
especially as we met for each morning session in the well-
named Sala dei Perspettivi, the hall in the Palazzo della
Farnesina on the Tiber bank. The symbol of perspective
summed up all that theatre had accomplished and now
desired.
I hugely enjoyed the other Rome too : the Rome where
English ladies " winter " at a certain age, if they have the
means to winter anywhere but at Bournemouth ; the Rome
where incredible old gentlemen with white side-whiskers
go driving ass-carts through the gardens of the Pintio and
saluting acquaintances on every hand; where pleasant
luncheon parties are given at the British Embassy, or evening
receptions at which debutantes, nieces of the ladies who are
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